screen dump 601-650 


Tom Corrado 


sereen dump : moving data from a computer screen to a printer 
or storage device. 


601 


You too consider bailing put the last few episodes 
of Ho Down reclaim your otherwise 

so you face the unplowed streets with takeouts 
while licorice stick pluesplayers 

shred the changes 

ignoring time signatures of mixed martial artists 
in gilded cages... 

The snow continues its deception... 

The tried-and-true are misdirected 

by evil clowns whose words 

elbow into cold case files 

in forgotten cul-de-sacs around the world... 

Why not now the nostalgia 

for Golden Books 

with their little engine that could promises 
chuffing in the middle of a chow-down 

with smiles-a-plenty odysseyites 

around a round table?... 


Meals-On-Wheels was last seen entering a roundabout... 


Whoever was there now that the takeaway is moot?... 
602 


You begin collecting words from the air... 
Someone leaves a lukewarm coffee 

in the dressing room 

and things topple... you are ticketed 

for unresponsiveness and held 

without bail reworking the second chapter... 
the chapter that opens with the unkempt... 
Isn’t this more of the same?... 

Haven't we visited this so-called 

House of Mirrors before?... 

Safety protocols lax...and many know... 
Wanting to wait it out while streets 7111 
with underappreciated phenoms 

on leave with pay 

citing The Book of the Dead 


may not be the best way to go... 

So you cave... or something... 

insisting on bothering less... 

Later the doors open...a translation enters 
ina modernist suit held high 

by surrogates hawking weak passwords... 
You resort to a play on the word schism 

to get the goats of latecomers... 

A PSA chimes in with an update ... 


603 


Your fingers, stuffed with pages, end-run 

to reconnect with the day which has taken a knee 

in the excitement of a whiteout... 

The knock at the door...again...again... 
Backstory Alice wonderlands the snow 

which threatens to crash the system slowly 

up the mountain with flatbeds of discards... 
Rearranging the chapters as work 

you revisit a half-finished dwelling with a false floor 
in the woods of your dream... the soundtrack... 
loud... perverse... remainders of your past lives... 


604 


It was time to disembark ... but the clock struggled 
with insinuations ... You knew there had been a mixup 
and soulmates seemed a dime a dozen 

but that didn’t stop the insurgents 

who were just as insecure with the gameplan 

as the attendees who in no time 

were paired up for the shoot... 

The moon seemed untrustworthy 

put then they rolled out the Hammond B-3 

with its magical brooding deepness...and you forgot... 
You insisted on yellow for the split screen outtake... 
No one voiced an objection... 

It looked pretty good, in fact... 

Extras were brought in for the table read... 


You sat in the dark...loving it... 

risking the allegation of selfishness... 

Later your walk along the beach 

was soundtracked by the hooped earrings 

which you had borrowed years ago from your twin... 


605 


The sun insists on rearranging your costumes 
trying out different colorways 

to complement the swirl 

of coffee from the corner kiosk... 

Is this an aside... or something less?... 

a digressive, non-essential chunk of junk text 
that in the rearview mirror is just plain fun?... 
You would like to think that it means something - 
or will mean something - after it’s nested... 

and maybe it does...orwill... 

maybe a jolt to force lunch 

with a remaindered novel's author?... 

But no life is so simple, yes?... 

Take the lurkers with their magic wands 

festering this and that and then skipping out 
without paying homage to someone or something ... 
So many arguments bounce... yet the words remain 
chomping at the pit to take another shot... 
Bystanders looking askance at the lineup of ghosts... 


606 


Images of war bully your sleep... 
The ubiquity of tragedy 

of not knowing what’s coming 

the blur of sadness... 

above and below 

a different kind of sorrow 

a different kind of disbelief... 
You view a world in thrall of bloat 
segueing between bouts 

of then and now 


then and now... 

the digressive components of grief 
appropriated from rejection slips... 
Why think otherwise?... 


607 


Trying to come up with the most legible story line 
to make it all make sense 


the Cartesian coordinates for the remains of our days 
pages from a flipbook 


stuck to the ceiling of a makeshift hut 
in a remote area of consciousness... 


An idea of who you are and what you will be... 
How now the edited endgame?... 


As if you have become a blustery winter wind 
a tetchy iconoclast 


waiting in lines increasingly bottlenecked 
shelves orphaned 


cranking the engine of false starts 
in a monochromatic world 


amenable to dropdown menus of altered egos... 
Then of course there’s the perfunctorily 


fact-checking name-checking holding forth 
as if crossing the River Styx ina kayak... 


You emerge from the underworld of basements 
the protocols of mimes 


struggling to voice an objection 
to the end-all be-all of all 


with a weary sense of satisfying 
a tiresome poetic-novelistic balance... 


The augmentations should be refreshed post-haste... 
You assume the polar opposite 


the driver’s seat awaits your strategy 
always a welcomed if exasperating experience... 


Birds of a feather fail... 
The nonesuch among us are less and less 


a gasp of survival 
as the climate zooms in 


with countless PSAs ignored by the polloi 
who immerse themselves in screens 


covered in gabardine for the sake of nothing... 
We have run out of Blue Books 


with which to memorialize the streams of consciousness 
tricking through the wastelands of now 


the idea howled out of the room had it been suggested by 
first-person shooters captured on camera at checkout... 


608 


Why bother the nontrivial effort to traverse text?... 
The rom-com abandoned in a shopping cart snowstorm 
with footnotes on nonergodic literature 

where your only responsibilities 

are eye movement and the turning of pages... 

You continue... reading... 

Iterations abound ... and are important, yes?... 
Taking it down a notch 

much to the surprise of graveyard shift hackers... 
the gate opens to a railroad flat 

where one summer morning 


you tried out various yoga positions 
from a book you had found under the seat of a rental... 
That was enough to feed odysseyites 
around a fire pit later that evening 
shepherding secondhand embarrassment 
for the perfect balance 

between carefulness and carelessness... 


609 


A slew-footed nomad in the checkout line 

at the grocery store 

just in from a grand plié 

lays out lines from Wuthering Heights 

or something or other 

from one of the sisters Bronté 

catapulting you with some sort of Trojan Horse 
into the heather moorlands 

with odysseyites who for whatever reason are candying 
the ins and outs of pulling U-ies 

in front of the camera 

grandstanding the last vestiges of roundabouts... 
Then the illusion...and footsteps... 

You follow them out the door 

into a cloud bank from both sides 

taking you back toa still life... 

The teller serializes the ups and downs 

of this and that for no apparent reason... 
The inevitable does not disappoint... 

You lose yoursel? in what was lost 

reminiscing the unlined and untamed 
channeling the shadow in the mirror... 
falling through the window 

into a landscape of porcelains 


smuggled centuries ago by traders along the Silk Road... 


610 


The sink drains and you are among the ancients... 
You are the ancients 


headed for the disaster of the unknown... 
On the road, hands cupped 

you find a box filled with moments 

of astonishing pleasure... 

You crack open a can of words... 

It’s not too late 

despite the chagrin 

on the faces of your stubbed hammertoes ... 
Forget them... 


The sink finally drains and you breathe in deeply... 


This day of blueberry jam 

of busy bird feeders 

sharpened pencils 

stoked fire 

rescue cats curled in sleep 

is here...is now... 

the Jeep warming despite the cold 

the trip down the mountain 

for ingredients to make grandmother's goulash ... 
It will be OK... 

There’s nothing but a memory 

to lay down a dry fly 

onto the roiling surface fora maybe.. 

a moment of astonishing pleasure maybe... 
catch and release ...catch and release... 


611 


You follow the lead’s decent into raw ambition 
to test your stick-to-itiveness ... 

memories of odysseyites piggyback... 

The play-by-play ... hyperreal... surreal 

as if staged ina black box theater 

by actors retooling the Grete on short notice 
under a drone’s jaundiced eye . 

The director-cum-auteur, yes?... 
Intransigents upstage the takeaway 

with polded scribbles on yellow legal pads 

as the conceit fractures 

with sleepovers and makeovers and takeovers 


within walking distance of the spot marked X 
while you rehearse the missing pages 
with temps who couldn’t care less... 


612 


Camo’d savages launch incomprehensible assaults... 
The nighttime sky ablaze ... 

Your apprehension...wild.... 

The past’s lessons... trampled... 

Where to go?...as threats from identity thieves 
pierce your consciousness... 

You try to keep the plates spinning without knowing 
the when or why 

of machines of annihilation... 

Foot-traffic chokes the passing lane... 


613 


No, it’s not a dress rehearsal 
despite your appealing restlessness... 


The joy of encryption ... of scrambling the known 
as if Tolstoy’s spell-check informs your excitement... 


You enter the painting and you're on a road 
waking in the middle of someone’s dream... 


Snow dots the breakdown lane... 
How did you get nere?... 
How did 1 get where?... 
Here, in this backwater backstory... 


Your coffee mug dusted for prints... 
The clock texting like crazy... 


Your queue is flustered and needs a break... 
Review the fine print if you doubt the algorithm... 


Odysseyites have grown bored of Marvel Comics; 
they’re tweaking the turn of events 


mounting arguments against the escape hatch 
in the limelight of the final scene for all its worth... 


You're using an online random number generator 
to pick lines 


hoping the answer will pop out of the mishmash ... 
The surface tension with its stuff of days 


swings open the doors to a museum of off-color fields 
giving you time to recast the worthwhile... 


614 


Where are we to begin? How are we to bring order into this 
multitudinous chaos? 
- Virginia Woolf 


You're taking notes on the straight and narrow 
as the detritus of a life 

erashes the weight of a wake... 

Act One Scene One: 

We search for younger days: 

riding a balloon-tire bicycle through the streets 
and into fields of dreams 

appropriating clichés with reckless abandon... 
Each day up and out and into the fray 

following the yellow brick road 
into...and beyond... the Great Beyond... 
Masks of pandemics mask stimulus checks ... 

You balk at the thought of yet another move 

to quell the restlessness while off script 
odysseyites bleed the shoot in a New York minute... 


615 


Tooling along a coastal road on a café racer 


pells whistles lace-up leathers 

you speak in tongues to pick-up gamers 

gaming the small diamond 

in view of a creek that runs through the woods 

on its way to the river... the magic and mystery 
of your roadhouse expertise 

tipping tampered scales 

back when coupes were the rage 

and radio stations - the few - had to be dialed in 
by turning a dial... 

There was something about the static - the radio static - 
that made you want to engage interior monologues - 
iron clad center stage wordless soliloquies - with you 
toggling obscurantism 

and stepping up to the plate with a full count 
mimicking the black and white colorways 

of radio silence... 

You seek salvation - fresh and focused — 

behind Razer glasses 

tweaking the list of Odysseyites 

docked for cleaning the roundabout 

imagining a four-score and 20 return 

on a tracking device that breaks free of the dream 
you obsess over with a randomness 

whose silhouettes clutter the performance space 
with overtures that beg for smoke and mirrors... 
This will have to do, yes?... 

This apparition of sliding into decrepitude 

as if your time capsule of an apartment 
pelly-flops the water 


shredding the pages of your future perfect waking life... 


616 


You're ina parking lot fingering your phone 
directing the play by play by play 

the fridge pissing off neighbors with its barking 
then this mad cow parks in a handicap spot 

Don't have a cow, dude!... 

Really?...I mean REALLY?... 


The subterfuged world never at a loss for 
That's how we do it... by the witless... 

Sputtering with malcontent you take a breather 

then, a tearful delivery, a tearful moment 

at the whiteboard with a invalid proof 

for mathematicians-a-go-go ... 

the bartender gaslighting the hammered 

who humble back to their hovel 

to be set upon by octopi or octopodes 

in the watery world of the socked and soaked... 

I want to hold your hand?...I don’t think so!... 

The world as experienced ... in all its flatness is so... 
Yesterday, all my troubles seemed so faraway... 
Glass’s koyaanisga tsi (Hey, look, a q without a u!) 

You enter the world of metal detectors where 

fixed income instruments or bonds 

follow just intonation 

allowing you to nix diversification 

and preserve the (High School) Principal 

who is poised to flop into bed 

with the School Nurse on paid leave... 

Ba Ba Bond ...James Bond... 

Perhaps you should appeal to happenstance 

especially after factoring everything down 

to the list of pall bearers 

still In the Still of the Night... 

It’s time once again to head out 

to the dollar store for a ramification 

or a conciliation... ora pontification...ora Jorge... 
Of course you knew him... he was one of many 

on your to-do list... after deconstructing 

the ins and outs of the allegorical Lord of the Flies: 
Maybe there isa beast. Maybe its... us?... 

Come down from there ... to the slots in the casino 
where the real is really real 

and you'll be as broke and as fit as a broken fiddle... 
Par excellence the auteur!... 

I had heard that you had been hobbled by the last stanza 
put hey you can always deposit your ashes 

ina local tributary and watch them 


float downstream as we assemble according 
to the directions scribbled with a foreign tongue (ouch!) ... 


617 


Why page through your wrinkles?... 

It’s late but what is time?... 

and here comes the morning up the garden path 
to help with turning the soil 

for the excited plants... 

And the songbirds... 

Go ahead ...Go in...Can you imagine?... 

Yes, things will come into play, 

I suppose, and, yes, one day 

the ashes will pass Go... 

But now you're here... filling with wonder... 
Green tea!... Don’t forget the green tea... 

It will help you clear the hurdles 

with happiness... and hilarity 

for your glorious head... 


618 


Then there was this little piece of arrogance 
that kept popping up in the living room 

as if at the appointed hour 

you are the whole in your seemingly illogical... 
Where do we stand?... 

There was nothing not to like about it 

of course it had many iterations... 

so many that the scorecard filed a grievance 

and left us with little to say 

especially when your publicist struck a dissonant chord... 
With so few clusters you have to wonder 

though I suppose one could argue the converse... 
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You leave them in the early hours 
their heads adrift in autofictions 


memories of costumes 

worn by people of the high Urals... 
You ride their falsified credentials 
into the countryside 

open to the sound of your tiny cabin 
on the side of a hill above a river... 
the river you swim in and kayak on 
between your missions-impossible ... 
Ghosts keyboard the voices 

in your head... 

Books kindle your world 

in the words of odysseyites 
trafficking in incidental phrases 
and ads for river cruises... 

At dawn most days you rise 

to patch leaks in the clouds 

with an awesomeness that grows... 


620 


As if your carouseled life had been nominated 
for an Oscar... 

The scene in the supermarket 

with triads played out of time 

by woodwind player wannabes... 

Imagine the confusion of recurring themes 
delivered post hoc by paramilitarists 
dressed to kill...anddo... 

Where have all the flowers gone?... 

C'mon, sing with me... if for no other reason 
then we're here... together... 

in this cluttered, trampled, 

underappreciated landscape... 

Hey, the re-enactors are still here 

and I feel in my bones that they can make a difference 
changing the subjunctive as directed ... 
stepping up to the mic 

with proper intonation... 

There’s never been a better wishbone, yes?... 
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We are all suspect 

riding victorious in white chariots drawn by white horses 
parading through the streets 

earwormed with the caveat 

All glory is fleeting... 

prompting you to reconsider life’s Rolodex 

with the Titanic’s burial soundtracked 

not by Nearer Hy God To Thee as tabloided 

put by Archibald Joyce’s Songe d‘Automne... 

Oh, to be in England now that April’s there, yes?... 
Here’s to April’s blizzard 

as the tray feeders become high-trafficked areas... 
George C. Scott’s Patton... 

It was here, the battlefield was here... 

A grackle flexes its wings...impressing no one... 
pill tilts abound 

all shapes and sizes and ages scatter 

with the arrival 

of a needle-beaked red-pellied woodpecker 

while inside the cat chows down on a dictionary 
dribbling words from his chops... 

The meaning of this and that has left the building 
on African war pachyderms 

erossing the Alps to Hannibalize Rome... 

A takeaway box and a paradigm shift 

and the boiler’s red eye reset button eyes you 

as if through a glass and darkly 

in the darkness of the basement... 

The voices in the walls guest the power outage 
with live links for the woebegotten 

waving both hands in the air using a twisting movement... 
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You complain about street stares 

the nomenclature of being neither here nor there... 
a life of surreptitious appropriation 

of egress odysseys misgivings 


put without which the self-indulgent 

click dead links 

waiting for a remake of the opening scene 

to Beckett’s Act Without Words... 

Postdocs duped into defending their proofs 

on the 10-yard line have been given the day off 
to search for moments of joy... 

It’s not without benefit, is it?... 

There’s always the captivation of a demi plié... 
And then you continued with furthermore 

adding to the incomprehensibility of Legos 

when noodling riffs as ammo 

for grandmasters at square one... 

But it’s not... Regrettably?... 

Accumulating insignificant raptures?... 

You think it possible?... 

There are enough connections to engage a default 
with purveyors of copper wiring cashing out 
when storm clouds blunder in... 

And why is that?... 

No idea, but it’s right here in my pocket protector... 
Always one to do it up right, yes?... 

I suppose so, if I must... 

Have you ever done things that you wouldn't do 
under normal conditions?... 

Freakishly normal, yes... 

In the company of tight ponytailed cowboy shirts... 
The script failed... to no one’s dismay 


so we packed up the snake oil van and slithered out... 
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As if today’s sky is an accident... 

Naysayers think it hopeless... 

propose derailments... 

Fantastic scenes with smudged erasures... 

You retrieve the moment... 

Your inner Rapunzel dyes her roots bright red... 
That should do it 

humming All Along the Watchtower 


with odysseyites knighting old heroes 

brought in to trash gloom... 

Credits flatten the teleprompter’s ennui... 

Roots enflamed, you become unshatterable 
conducting tours of the herbarium 

at the botanical garden... 

bench pressing your weight between go-betweens... 


624 


Crating the incidentals for the move 

while buckling beneath the ranter’s rants 

from elsewhere... 

without which ... only so much...and then?... 

The seating chart packed up against the wall 
covered with the defensive eloquence 

of an electric tricycle... 

Your costume sutured with bird droppings 

you enter the fray with yesterday's menu... 

the dumbfoundedness of the feed... 

seconds... thirds... fourths... 

reaching for cardiovascularity’s price point... 
There’s so much at stake 

with a walk along the canal... drydocked vessels pine 
for the podium to incubate nautical miles 

where he and she and they searched for missing links 
under the banner Wo More Utopias.. 

Tech support isn’t... 

You immerse yourself in the well’s baptismal waters 
color-coded for easy lookups into online divestitures .. 
The steamboat sprouts arms 


for 15 minutes of infamy on the battle inside your head... 


625 


But it’s not that... it’s something else... 
Isn’t it called a fugue state?... 

To be unmuted without warning... 

Going here and there and here and there 
to quell the anxiety... 


The conditional ... always the conditional... 
How many scenes have you fled... 

scenes of a crime... accompanied 

by the lost and found ... the found soliloquy... 
listening to the found soliloquy late at night 
when the romper-clads invade the dreamscape 
and the streets grow ears... for tell-tale heartbreaks ... 
When is too much?. 

I mean... wait, I don't know what I mean. 

The clock counts the pages . 

and the projects... one after another ...are jettisoned 
as if in Spellcheckland ...can aes imagine?... 

The competition continuous . . 

reminiscent of bantering 

without the semi-consciousness of regret... 

well, maybe after a moment’s reflection 

the curb building up... and you ramrodding 

the endgame’s absurdist, tragicomic, grotesque 
story-within-a-story 

that you've been working on in a shack in the dunes... 
Imagining the gloom apart from some unspecified end .. 
There’s more... wait... 

The nonsensical that we juggle and the tribes 

that assemble... at a moment’s notice...and... 
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The view of the river from iinsert age here] reloads 
your page calibrating the enlargement 

of having had the pleasure of their company... 
None running on empty 

None running away 

None running... running... running.. 

The party of the first part struggles 

with its own lack of identity .. 

its own lack of clarity... 

Not all that different from the run-of-the-mill 
who look both ways and try to make the most of it 
while awaiting deportation 

to the opening of a one-act play 


by your once-upon-a-time favorite playwright 

who was last seen loading his autographed remainders 
into a cart in a pop-up yurt for ocean kayak rentals... 
Was the time spent indeed time wasted?... 

Spin it as you will 

so as not to provoke a sense of entitlement... 

Page through the collected somethings of someone 
feel the waves of whatever embrace you 

and you will be gifted the passcode 

to an inner sanctum 

filled with the unexpurgated thought bubbles 

of someone on the brink... 

Now is the time to return the overdue library books 
to their rightful owners 

as if the difference between then and now 

is a imaginary number... 
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And somebody spoke and I went into a dream. 
- The Beatles, A Day in the Life 


You plant bonsai off-center... count crows... 

The deep woods tease... 

endless... especially with the notion of furthermore 
the road humming along with distant inklings 

as if you didn’t need much fossil fuel 

to convince the engines of thought to reconsider... 
There was nothing in the script about Speak, Memory... 
so they pampered Lolita 

and you sort of turned off your brain 

and enjoyed the ride 

eschewing first-hand accounts of survival 

in extreme conditions... 

the whole autofiction thing: 

throwing open windows and doors 

bypassing the talk-talk of what happened 

going directly to the inside of what happened... 

The string said 10 dimensions 

but there were no buybacks at checkout... 


This is you following the dotted line to your past life... 
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Little ones, no less, notwithstanding, trip over the hill 
to grandmother's... walk backwards, hands down as told... 
You appear, seemingly out of nowhere, accoutered in code 
shouting objectification, objectitication... 

willing to own your obscurantism ... 

It was this way on this year’s last day... 

Several vaxed and boostered called in with COVID... 
The peaches filled with bodies... 

Fans outnumbered readers at the double header... 
Someone with little brouhaha 

jumped into a sea of words... 

You shared an app that displayed the names 

of the high peaks... 

The downpour slammed, quashing the trailhead ... 

Then breakfast at a greasy spoon... with you totally 
immersed in The Modern Rustic... 
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Your paper-thin past resurfaced last night 
regurgitating its conceit 

with little imagination and little hope 

for a paid leave which though still in the works 
seems iffy enough to release the logjam 

and fire up the drone... 

You delivered lines from a backroom whodunit 
so as not to get sucked into an obsession 

before disappearing 

into an adjacent performance space 

where a misanthrope walked on eggs... 
breaking many and leaving several wide-eyes 
ina quandary... Remnants of your past life 
lie strewn here and there 

as if holding forth in some makeshift vestibule 
which in retrospect is a fitting tribute 

to endplayers of all persuasions... 


Your future is at risk of being grayed out... 
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Tracking the commotion of the birds... 
Tl. give you that... 

Reconnecting with the airspace 

jammed with hearsay 

as if we didn’t know... 

I'm sorry about the ramifications... 

It was sudden...and there... 

the misty offset was to be expected I guess... 
Playing... well, not really playing 

put you know... the outer limits 

and the notion that once there, always... 
Diverting the next installment 
and, I guess we can at least try... 

If nothing else, being forced to make-do 
with the stuff at hand 

while those on board suffused with energy 
are having a helluva good time... 

The hidden drama as such... 

I meant to deliver the renderings 

in time for the mounting... 

the one you've been hampering about... 
Oh, I suppose... 
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Het a little boy named Billy Joe 
And then I almost lost my mind... 
The Shirelles, Mama Said 


Again, you are credited with holding things together .. 
Nightmarish, yes?... 

The heat loosening the jaw... 
Underwriters squawking about clowns 

in huge blue suede shoes 

doing drive-bys on knee scooters 
soundtracked by The Shirelles’ Mama Said 


then slow-dancing to Dedicated To The One I Love... 
The chemo gushes through your skinbag... 


And now you're demanding what?...a recount?... 
Taking stock of your hits and misses?... 

A tad late, yes?... 

Where have you been?... 


Why the weathered hollow?... 

The underestimation? ... 

The overestimation? ... 

The planting of trees?... 

Theoretical, yes, but still the missing pieces... 

I mean you've got this jabbering extra 

who in the late innings is demanding a recount?... 
But didn’t you expect this would happen?... 

I guess not...and that could be a good thing... 
Clutching a ripped-out portrait of you 

from five decades ago 

leaning into a cue stick 

for the eight ball in the corner pocket... 

But the game was played out 

and pocket protectors lined up to rue the day 

you left with a Hi Ho Silver Away... 

More about that later... 

But now allow me to channel surf 

with the rest of the plaintiffs slathered in grease... 
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And here despite the opening credits 
is the turnkey scene 

with all gathered ’round for takeaways 
from the beloved soon-to-expire... 
takeaways to clutter the walkups 

of your immunocompromised self... 
Cue up The Last Station 

for Lev Nikolayevich Tolstoy’s spin 
on what matters 

when it all begins grinding to a halt 
with a drizzle of rice vinegar... 
Turn the page, please... 


A bear walks into a bar on a dog day afternoon... 
Again, please... Life out of balance... 

OK, Pield notes wither you... 

You'd think they were the only ones... 

How about a pop-up pastoral with odysseyites 
waist-deep in knee-jerk conceits 

dropping PEZ with the intensity of slam dunks 
while sampling craft beer 4 la carte?... 

You're right to worry the absence of joviality... 
The countdown, then... 

How about that?... Is that enough?... 

Is it enough to parse 

the short attention span of Youtubers 

while your double traces your moment(um) 

sitting at home on a yoga mat 

fingering designer beads 

the requisite number of times?... 

The pook escapes your late night hands 


and rewrites itself to mirror the dystopia du jour... 


Time is running out... 
And not because of nothing either... 
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I can't go on, I'll goon... 
- Samuel Beckett, Tze Unnamable 


You begin the day with edits... 

The incredulous insist on cana checks 
tweaking their counterproposal .. 

You know you can do this, yes?... 

The tomato plants look surprisingly well... 
The philosophical watering no doubt... 
The dryer is beginning to react 

to the way you crank out words 

and feel sure about the bespoked ... 
Walking through the undergrowth 

on the way to the firewood lean-to 

in dress shoes is reminiscent 

of your college biology field trip 


when the professor commented 

on your fortitude...and more... 

Then the dream of a woman with two kids 
running in the passing lane on a highway 
and arriving with time to spare... 

For what, you ask?... This happened 

and it happened while you were away 
only to resurface with black-capped 
chickadees and goldfinches 

at the tube feeder with two cats 
repositioning themselves 

and deer looking on from the woods... 
How many acts in your next one?... 

Will there be a costume change? 

a script change? Of course there’s never 
enough time to go on with the makeover... 
A pint sounds like a plan... 
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The daily patdown...a costume change 

with earbuds, boomboxes tagged and repurposed... 
Nymphets frolic in the park’s pool... 
Investigative journalists look on for a miscue... 
At Stewart’s a septuagenarian, commenting 

on your aesthetics, asks about online courses... 

a cosmic unraveling, harkening pack 

to that winter afternoon at the manhole 

when filled with footnotes 

you opted out with a trustee... 

After shedding his false-face he began pacing 

the air... you went off-seript stammering 
eulogies to snowstorms, making an hallucinatory exit 
while morphing into a looking glass with fruits 
far off and geometric... 
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Then you would become a sous-chef 
slathered with olive oil for the full catastrophe, 


keenly aware of the archival method 

of posthumous publication 

especially when the sommelier 

training for the Leadville 100 

would take you to the wine cellar 

for a peek at his training log... 

Chaos under the guise of calm reigned... 
You would reciprocate whenever possible 
with quick-study dioramas 

and modifications to the soaking tub... 
The tenor of those days was typically dictated 
by the nature of the homework assignment 
which as contracted had to be completed 
after assuming three of the five yoga poses 
emailed in the wee hours... 

That confusion was always bright 

in the hillocks surrounding the lap pool 
mattered little... 
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Keep going ... with the words, I mean... 
the paper spree boggling the metric 
with autofictions-a-plenty 

into the facades of north Jersey... 
Climbing into back seats 

searching for the person you were 

or the person you wanted to be 

as cameras spoke in foreign tongues 
with subtitles thrown in randomly for effect... 
Knowing what and how much 

challenged the cutting room floor 

not unlike two roads 

diverging in the yellow wood 

with blue lip gloss 

for the final scene 

cookie cutters and all 

while a voice from the back room 
chimed in with something 

about an Aqua Velva Man... 


You prided yourself a documentarian 
put lost altitude between the lines 
tailspinning into the chaos 

of single room occupancies... 

Some of it admittedly easy... 

And here’s Ashbery, for example, 
late at night in his small, 
unprepossessing study 

on the ninth floor 

of a rental apartment in Chelsea 
grading his poems ABC... 

Imagine the synaptic activity... 
Code breakers as oddsmakers 
striking poses in stretch limos 
called in when the air 

was sucked out 

and stand-ins began carrying on 
about staying after school 

for makeup tests making out in cubbies 
to that summer’s theme escaping 

in colorful hot air balloons... 


637 


You grow invisible hands worrying 

the semantics of the morning coffee... 
wondering whether the alphabet 

can handle it...invisible hands 
shadow-boxing invisible puppets 
brought in to engage misfits... 

then the deliberate nonlinearity 

of the outer Cape 

with its math and models... 

Do the data fit the model?... 
Welcoming interruptions... 

Welcoming the next session’s green... 
Odysseyites mount this hand-me-down thing 
on the logic of long haulers 

as if Upers have always been part 

of the inner circle... 


But what about those in the wings?... 
What are they waiting for?... 

At the museum you wait for an OK 

but the security guards 

are more interested in time-of? 

in the Cy Twombly room... 

time-off before punching out 

of the Cy Twombly room... 

Did Cy ever take time of f 

staring at the empty canvas 

for three or more hours 

pefore knocking off another masterpiece 
in 15 minutes?... 

The audio-guide says his brain 

was crammed with images awaiting release... 
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That you disfavored substitution was well known 

to those who practiced brevity 

especially now in light of the upheavals in drag and drop... 
The joking endless... 

The trip to the dump...a capstone... 

Word got out and began changing the meaning 

of utterances dragged in off the street 

as stand-ins for what, no one knew 

which was OK since it was something close to music... 
You complained about a terrible sandwich 

carrying on about the avalanche of sandwich boards... 
a throwback to tamer times... with no takeaways... 


639 


You audition for the part 

parading your naiveté as freshly-laundered linen sheets 
the bed made with dreams of first times 

around the block alien - 

all perspective 

all logic 

out the window... 


Your 180?... Inconsistent 

and undeniably out of character 

put then, perhaps not... 

The recipient?... Conveniently guilt-ridden 
(Would do me in}) - 

a placeholder 

a stand-in 

a once and future insignificant other 

the security camera’s fuzzy evidence 

a TKO in the first round... 

And the disruption?... 
Appalling ... Nothing to be done... 

You nailed it...The part... 

The opening curtain, though, snagging... 

The audience, hushed, now whispering, 

clearing their throats, shuffling their feet... 
The unwritten novel of a passion 

crumbling, falling away, 

replaced, most assuredly, by dry-eyed re-entry 
into the world of the living... 
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A vast someone reappears 

with a memorandum of understanding... 
You dawdle, hem, haw, 

find too much air in the sonatina. 
soundtracking the flights of dirigibles... 
The rudimentariness of the arrangement 

a coherent jumble 

the laws of attraction misconstrued 

which you insist was OK .. 

What were you thinking? .. 

You make a mad dash for your new hairstyle, 
your new look, your new persona, 

jotting notes in the margins 

translating some obscure writer as if 

the time is opportune to think about what 
you thought you had wasted, I mean, wanted... 
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You jog to the kiosk and reopen the book 

to the chapter that keeps rewriting itself... 
You share your credentials with others 
especially when separating out 

the transformationals bundled with the software 
partying in the two-family on borrowed time 
after which you realize 

one has to have been there... 

The time of the year, that is 

stretching out as it does, improvisationally, 
letting the images populate, walk and talk, 
soundtracked by a simple motif... 

nothing too strenuous 

nothing too contrapunctal... 

something to carry you into a wooded glen 
where you can chill 

surrounded by fascinating incidentals... 
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The bathroom scale smirks your optical delusion 
with a fright wig 

waiting for long-overdue texts 

from the not-so-dearly departed in-country 
where someone will be charged 

for impersonating you on YouTube... 

You segue to those times 

when car exteriors matched interiors 

and you practiced eroticies 

in a green van with green seats and green mats 
dialing in Rockaday Johnnies 

with a cigarette lighter that burned a hole 

in your costume du jour minus one... 

Your epicenter was dragged off-pointe 

by a ballet dancer in First Position 

sitting in an endgroove 

through a Victoria’s Secret Crayola Release 
with too much to expect too soon 


from streetballers wowing courtside 
while Dylan roamed the backstory: 
I lived by the window / As he talked to himself... 
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So easy to misplace the definite article 

in the folds of flesh that titillate you 

juggling five balls 

while trying to answer 20 questions 

from this morning’s inbox ... 

Enchanted by the movement 

of the moment 

the slightest twitch pinning you 

to a recurring dream dressed in the cloth of summer, 
it begins... 

Your online backordered item has finally shipped ... 
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Td be at a loss to put my finger on the precise moment... 


In those days trust was an add-on 
not unlike cargo pockets on your camo shorts... 


I’m not saying you don’t aim to please 

put doesn’t it seem as if 

Heta has become a retreat into itself?... 

In Walter’s day, for example, we watched You Are There 
and popped Orville’s corn... 


Options trumped options 

which stymied some 

mostly those who were on the cusp 
of an aha moment... 


3-In-Oil was touted as a multipurpose lubricant 
ideally suited to multitaskers and pornographers 
who featured PB&Js, restraints, and body cams... 


Nothing was said about seductiveness ... 
T guess it was assumed ... 


What better way to spark the mood?... 
To fix the mix?... 


Tm sorry... What was your question again?... 
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A voice in heels welcomes you with the answer... 

The je ne sais quoi of close encounters, yes?... 

Driving through a drive-thru, you tick off ways to improve 
now that you've pruned tricks from your bag 

under the watchful eye of neighborhood watchers... 

You can’t wait to unpack the layers, 

especially the earworms of vacant storefronts 

featured in mock-u-mentaries... 

You cameo as a walk-on in a live model drawing class 
thinking This is where I will find myself... 

The odds appear in an email after months on YouTube... 
Why are the plates at the Culinary Institute so large?... 
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The whole thing enigmatic... 

You can hardly keep up 

with inquiries 

with instructions for dancing 

sO you shift down, and begin recalibrating ... 
Their shoulders seduce 

their angularities the kind that sell... 
so close yet so far... 

Vendors arrive, and fishmongers... 

Wine glasses mingle... 

Their bangles speak of other worlds 
spiritual melodrama. 

sustained incongruence... 

And now they’re crossing the street 

and someone’s asking ... something?... 


Sit down on this bench, please, take a break, 
rewind the tape... 
Meanwhile, This is Us streams in the park... 


647 


The rewrite, darker than riddles, upends you... 
Is this how it is?... 

You return to your room 

and the tented books 

and your search for a common theme 

in the words of the dead... 

The voices continue... 

The feeling of motionlessness... again... 

Did you think the misunderstanding had settled 
after that morning in the coffee shop 

when you asked about the book?... 

Turn the page... 

Read... Please!... 

Go through the motions... 

The chat was inevitable... Insignificant... 
The font a diversion 

from long ago summer evenings... 
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And now you're inventorying survival gear 

as if your past lives left instructions 

on the answering machine 

rekindling memories that years ago 

provided you solace for something or other, 
for what, exactly, I don’t remember... 

The clock’s face again pokes in, 

disregarding your previous comment 

awash with remorse... 

You're trying to reconstitute yourself as another - 
another with tickets to a double-header... 
Nothing better to short-circuit unhappiness... 
Not unlike us, yes?... 

Off-hours, you choreograph untried virtues, 


tweaking missteps to captivate... 

You backpedal... Indifferent... 

How will you write this up in the final hour? - 

the final hour, when distracted by claims of melodies, 

you will be assisted by members of the alphabet 

selected at random from drive-bys... 

You'd think by now they'd be as encumbered as youand 1... 
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Demonstrating the proper form for free weights 

on the flimsy scaffold in the winkling of a storm 

then the absence 

the break in the purpling days and nights 

the nights rife with howling 

time witnessing the palpability 

sauntering through the early morning railroad flat... 
Perhaps you are still overwhelmed 

despite the smothering insistence of imposters 

who keep arguing 

You think it, you did it... 

One thing leading to another... then another... 

the Rothkovian blur between love and hate rubbed raw... 
the principal inducted into the minority of givers... 

How sweet it is?... 

Your first thoughts?... The accoutrements of passion?... 
All part of the con hung out to dry 

within view of the nosebleed section in this miniseries... 
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You seek solace in idioms and run smack into a blank stare... 


The exigencies of Helvetica provide little comfort 

as you stalk the caveats of typographers 

and the roadworthiness of long distance scribblers 

who are here for the free ride... 

A typeface with élan will spring you from ubiquity 

and into the world of graphic comics 

where a curve is a curve at your beck and call 

and the moon ready willing and able to deliver the latest 


in fashionable footwear... 

And you thought perhaps this was make-believe?... 

A pretend-pudding if you will?... 

Buying into that sort of thing could spell onomatopoeia 

and a trip to the mall rivaling Rimbaud’s A Season in Hell... 
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